built by Ivan the Terrible in expiation of his murder of his own son. For
centuries It had stood towering over the village of Zagorsk, holding the
peasants in awe. Inside the cupolas, dimly lit from above, was painted
the face of a terrible God, an unforgiving harsh deity, fashioned in the
fanatic conception of man born in sin, the forehead low, the eyes stony
and glaring and the mouth drawn in a grim line. From below, this frighten-
ing apparition appeared to the ignorant worshippers as the tangible evidence
of the wrath of God, ever present, never sleeping, mesmerizing them into
blind obedience or eternal damnation.
There were many famous ikons in this monastery, barbaric riots of gold
laden with fantastic ornament and embroidered and re-embroidered with
jewels and pearls and heavy gilt.
Lovely in snow, the monastery now loomed impressively through the
blinding gusts of rain. The clustered cupolas, deep blue spangled with
gilt stars, made it look like a giant's castle out of Grimm.
During the revolution of 1917 the monks had come to Favorsky*s uncle,
who was an antiquarian, and begged him to take responsibility for the
preservation of this historic building. Since then he had continued to
hold this office officially, and was now its curator and historian*
The old man and the two young people mounted the steps* looking like
pigmies under the towering plaster walls. Inside it was dim, almost daii^
and terrifyingly silent. There was a chilling odour about the place, doubly
repellent after the cosy warmth and cheerful bustle at the Favorsky house-
hold. Polina began to regret her idea. Was this the right place to bring
Petka in his present mood ?
They paced the stone floor whilst the curator tokl them the history of
the place. It was Polina who presently observed the echo of only four
feet* She peered through the dimly-lit church. Petka had disappeared.
For a* moment she thought he had run away for good. But presently die
excused herself and went in search of him*
She found the lad crouched, sobbing, high under the main dome.
Hands clenched bitterly he was denouncing the relentless painted fece
that stared down at him. " Well, are you satisfied now ? Havea't you
punished me enough ? Why did you have to sneak her away too ? She
did you no harm. You're cruel and wicked. I hate you. Btit you eatft
frighten me with your big staring eyes. I don't believe in you. Professor
Borodin says you were only put there to frighten superstitioiis peasants.
I can read and write and I cm design airplanes that fly above your head,
$o you can't frighten me. You can't, you can't, you can't. I'll sh0wr you
what I tfrlnir of you, You're nothing but a painted idol 1 **                 ;
PoKaa ran to him and put her aims round his shoulders,
" Gome away, Pe&a/* she begged, shuddering, " Don't k>ok at that
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